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THE  TIME  HAS  COME 

I.  As  you  all  know,  this  is  the  first  issue  of  the  1937-38  Register.  What  you  may 
not  know,  however,  is  that  each  and  every  reader  is  expected  to  be  active  in  pro- 
ducing material  for  the  magazine.  Think  this  over  as  you  read  the  rest  of  the  first 
issue.  For  I advise  you  to  stop  reading  this  editorial  here  and  now,  and  go  on  to 
enjoy  (I  hope  you  will)  the  literary  efforts  of  the  boys  who  have  been  so  kind  as 
to  supply  us  with  material.  There  is  a good  reason  for  this : my  message  is  long 
and  tedious,  yet  I do  not  wish  it  to  go  unheeded  because  of  the  more  interesting 
things  directly  following  it.  Stop  here  and  return  later. 

II.  Have  you  followed  my  advice?  Did  you  enjoy  your  Register?  I hope  you  did, 
but  not  enough.  The  less  satisfied  you  are  with  the  magazine,  the  more  you  should 
exert  yourself  in  improving  it.  And  nobody  can  hide  the  fact  that  it  needs  improv- 
ing. In  the  past,  the  Register  has  not  kept  pace  with  the  ability  of  Latin  School 
students  who  could  have  (but  haven’t)  supplied  a little  whole-hearted  co-operation 
towards  raising  the  quality  of  their  magazine.  Editors  have  always  feared  that 
their  magazine  would  not  be  as  good  as  their  predecessors’.  I confess  my  greatest 
fear  to  be  that  this  term’s  Register  won’t  be  better  than  those  of  former  years. 
I am  not  afraid  that  the  student  body  of  ’37  has  not  the  talent  to  write.  I am  afraid 
that  it  has  not  the  ambition.  I hope  that  my  fears  will  prove  groundless,  but  I 
cannot  help  being  uneasy  until  I see  better  results  than  these. 

You  must  realize  that  the  Staff  has  little  to  do  with  the  material  that  appears 
in  each  issue  of  the  Register.  We  are  too  often  blamed  for  a poor  magazine,  when 
it  is  really  the  fault  of  the  critics.  Why  don’t  they  do  something,  instead  of  “shoot- 
ing off  their  mouths”  ? Well,  this  year  everyone  is  going  to  get  a chance  to  do  his 
part.  Above  all,  I expect  Class  II  to  give  the  Staff  support.  We  are  in  a rather 
peculiar  situation ; we  have  but  one  Class  II  editor.  This  means  that  every  Second 
Classman  has  an  equal  chance  to  become  editor-in-chief  for  ’38-’39,  with  but  one 
year  of  writing!  That  is,  the  boy  of  Class  II  who  writes  the  most  has  the  best 
chance  of  becoming  editor. 

Just  because  Class  II  now  has  the  best  chance,  the  other  classes  should  not  lose 
hope.  It  has  come  to  my  attention  that,  after  the  first  issue,  the  Staff  is  usually 
considered  a “closed  corporation.”  This  is  a fallacy;  it  is  not  so,  and  never  has 
been.  Members  can  be  added  in  every  department,  and  (heed,  oh,  comrades!) 
there  is  not  a man  on  the  Staff,  without  exception,  who  cannot  be  broken  — tossed 
off  because  of  laxity.  I think,  however,  that  I should  make  a little  more  definite 
offer:  any  boy  who  has  articles  accepted  for  the  next  two  successive  months  will 
be  placed  on  the  Staff,  and  will  remain  a member  as  long  as  he  continues  to  submit 
regularly  articles  of  substantial  length. 

There  has  always  been  a scarcity  of  material  submitted  at  the  end  of  each 
month.  We  have  had  to  fill  out  our  magazine  with  “scrolls,”  mediocre  writings  and 
cartoons,  and  “short  pages”  in  order  not  to  leave  large  blank  spaces.  Obviously, 
this  is  not  the  way  to  do  things.  We  should  always  have  so  much  more  than  enough 
of  good  material  that  we  can  pick  out  the  best,  print  a better  Register,  and  still  have 
enough  writing  left  over  for  “leaner  days”  ( Exodus  III,  in).  Such  would  be  the 
case  now  if  our  compatriots  were  a little  more  industrious.  In  physics,  we  learn 
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that  every  machine  is  handicapped  by  friction ; the  friction  of  the  Latin  School 
literary  machine  is  laziness.  If  words  of  mine  can  lubricate  it,  I shall  spend  the 
year  in  talking. 

There  is  little  for  me  to  say  in  closing.  Perhaps  later  I shall  be  able  to  explain 
just  what  the  Register  wants.  At  present,  I am  prevented  from  writing  further  by 
lack  of  space,  caused  by  an  encouraging  first-month  flow  of  contribution.  This,  in 
spite  of  what  I may  have  said.  The  Staff  can  promise  you  this  : we  will  do  our  best 
with  what  you  give  us. 

R.  IV.  Alman,  ’38 


EDITORIAL 

Even  as  Boston  Latin  School  is  entering  upon  its  three  hundred  and  third 
successive  year,  the  Latin  School  Register  is  beginning  its  fifty-seventh  volume. 
Throughout  all  these  years,  the  paper  has  been  partially  supported  by  the  members 
of  the  student  body.  This  year,  however,  we  are  planning  for  your  enjoyment  a 
magazine  which  we  hope  will  far  surpass  any  other  issue  yet  printed.  In  order  to 
accomplish  this  task,  however,  it  is  necessary  not  only  to  receive  your  whole- 
hearted financial  support,  but  also  to  receive  literary  contributions  from  you,  the 
student  body.  This  is  your  paper,  and  in  order  to  enjoy  it  to  the  fullest  degree,  you 
must  contribute  to  it.  Year  in  and  year  out  these  facts  have  been  pointed  out  to 
you,  yet  each  year  you  seem  to  evade  the  task.  We,  the  Register  Staff,  are  your 
representatives.  We  alone  cannot  issue  a paper  worthy  of  our  school.  We  must 
have  your  contributions  in  our  pages.  “If  you  don’t  at  first  succeed,  try,  try  again  !” 
This  is  all  we  ask.  We  have  laid  our  hand  on  the  table.  Now  it’s  your  play ! 

Give  forth,  all  ye  hopeful  Shakespeares  and  Winchells,  give  forth! ! 

P.  R.  L..  ’38 


A FRANK  APPEAL 

In  over  three  hundred  years  of  Latin  School’s  existence  school  spirit  and 
hearty  co-operation  have  been  manifest  throughout  the  student  body.  Today  we 
direct  an  earnest  appeal  to  you  to  give  first  consideration  to  those  firms  which 
advertise  in  this,  your  school  publication.  Confirm  in  our  minds  and  in  your  own, 
the  belief  that  you  still  carry  in  your  hearts  that  school  spirit  for  which  preceding 
generations  of  Latin  School  students  have  been  known.  Co-operate  with  us  in 
making  a bigger  and  better  Register.  Doubtless  you  are  all  aware  of  the  fact  that, 
in  a large  measure,  the  financial  success  of  a magazine  like  the  Register  depends 
upon  its  advertising.  If  the  undergraduates  will  purchase  from,  or  at  least  consult, 
our  advertisers,  it  will  ultimately  result  in  an  increased  income  for  the  Register, 
and  so  the  Staff  will  be  able  to  give  you  a magazine  truly  representative  of  Latin 
School. 


The  Staff 


LATIN  SCHOOL  REGISTER 


7 


THE  DAWN  IS  COMING 


A final  dogged  swing,  a flash  of  keen 
blade ; then,  withdrawing  to  a spot  out  of 
reach  of  the  snapping  butt,  the  casual 
lumberjack  put  a hand  to  his  bearded 
face  and  let  the  cry  “timber”  ring  down 
the  wooded  hillside  till  it  crashed  and 
resounded  against  an  up-flung  crag.  Un- 
decidedly at  first,  the  mighty  tree  swayed 
and  then,  screeching  its  dissent,  pitched 
to  the  earth  and,  in  a moment,  lay  still 
to  be  dragged  down  to  the  lake. 

The  day’s  toil  was  done.  The  flaming 
globe  that  was  the  sun  yawned  lazily  be- 
fore dropping  into  its  pocket  behind  the 
hills.  Its  mystical  light  magnified  the 
individual  points  of  pines  thrown  up 
against  the  sky  and  casting  their  shadows 
into  the  depths  of  sighing  waters.  Over 
the  trail  and  over  the  forest  lake  had 
stolen  the  blue  of  twilight.  It  was  Na- 
ture’s silent  change,  when  the  trees  as- 
sume a more  delicate  shade,  the  lake 
brings  forth  a hidden  beauty,  and  even 
the  lonely  mountains  lose  their  terror. 
And  all  is  more  beautiful  in  farewell  to 
the  parting  sun. 

Janies  Cookson,  twenty-five  years  axe 
man  in  this  Northwest  country,  was  un- 
attentive  to  any  beauty  of  nature  tonight. 
He  slung  the  heavy  blade  over  a shoulder, 
pulled  his  hat  a little  farther  over  his 
eyes,  and  wearily  followed  the  wooded 
trail  to  camp.  The  weight  of  the  axe 
bowed  his  shoulders  a little ; the  weight 
of  worry  bowed  his  spirit.  When  he 
neared  that  bend  in  the  path  where  he 
paused  faithfully  each  evening  to  gaze 
over  the  peaceful  scene  of  silent  lake  and 
darkening  hill,  he  trudged  on,  unmindful. 
The  twilight  seemed  to  hold  a symbolic 
sadness  for  him.  In  his  mind  he  was 
turning  over  a searing  remark  jokingly 
directed  at  him  while  the  gang  was  put- 
ting away  their  lunch  pails  at  the  log  slide 
that  noon.  “Old”  Cookson  he  had  been 


called.  It  had  rankled  in  his  mind  all  of 
the  afternoon.  Was  he  getting  old? 
Forty-five  years  was  the  starting-point  of 
many  successes  in  business  out  there  in 
the  world — “down  the  river”  they  called 
it.  But  it  was  an  active  life  up  here.  A 
man  must  keep  going;  no  let-down.  A 
boss  must  drive  his  crew.  Contacts  down 
the  river  must  be  kept.  That  was  the 
code  of  the  timber  country. 

Cookson  had  noticed  a let-down  lately. 
Oh,  he  didn’t  speak  of  it,  didn’t  even 
want  to  think  of  it;  but  when  one  end  of 
the  double  saw  lags,  the  other  feels  it. 
His  blows  didn’t  land  so  often  or  bite  so 
deeply.  He  was  getting  too  old  for  log- 
ging. How  he  would  hate  to  say  good- 
bye to  the  forest  and  the  lake  that  were 
the  only  friends  still  with  him  after 
twenty-five  years  of  camp  life!  Others 
had  come,  worked  by  his  side,  and  then 
had  gone  “down  the  river”  after  the  logs 
to  the  offices  of  the  company’s  mill.  He 
never  had  had  the  heart  to  follow. 

Others  had  risen  above  him  in  the 
camp.  There  was  Frank  Walker,  the  boss 
of  the  outfit.  Ten  years  ago  he  had  shown 
Frank  his  first  steps.  When,  years  later, 
Frank  had  been  chosen  construction 
boss,  he  had  congratulated  him  and  done 
so  from  his  heart.  He  had  aimed  for  the 
position  himself,  but  he  knew  Frank  was 
the  man  for  the  job.  He  liked  Frank.  He 
liked  the  way  the  man  would  stand,  hands 
on  hips  and  a battered  felt  on  his  thrown- 
back  head,  and  cheerily  “drive”  his  crew. 
The  men,  too,  liked  Frank.  They  would 
stop  to  watch  whenever  he,  throwing 
aside  his  heavy  jacket,  would  take  the 
axe  from  a tired  worker  and  make  the 
forest  ring  with  the  sound  of  axe  and 
flying  wood.  Frank  was  a leader  of  men. 
One  look  into  his  level  grey  eyes  would 
disclose  that. 

With  Frank  young  and  entering  a long 
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term  of  useful  service,  the  older  man’s 
chance  of  being  gang  boss  vanished.  Any 
day  now  he  would  have  to  say  that  “good- 
bye” to  the  forest  and  the  lake  and  follow 
the  logs  down  the  river.  It  was  inevit- 
able. It  was  fated. 

ijc  :Jc  :$c 

Darkness  was  fast  claiming  the  isolated 
log  camp.  Inside  the  general  quarters, 
men  smoked  and  chatted.  Some  dozed 
before  a friendly  blaze.  In  one  corner, 
under  the  uncertain  light  of  an  oil  lamp, 
two  pondered  over  a game  of  checkers. 
Outside,  barely  discernible  on  a bench  of 
split  logs,  Cookson  gazed  dreamily  to- 
ward the  open  quadrangle  through  a 
cloud  of  smoke  drifting  from  his  pipe. 

The  sound  of  a paddle  breaking  water 
came  to  him ; and  soon  one  of  the  men, 
back  from  a leave  to  town,  appeared 
through  the  trees  by  the  canoe  landing, 
tossed  a letter  to  the  dreamer  with  a word 
of  greeting,  and  was  gone  into  the  camp’s 
office. 

Cookson  glanced  down  at  the  letter. 
The  embers  of  his  pipe  glowed  momen- 
tarily in  the  darkness ; the  line  of  his  lip 
tightened.  He  blew  out  a heavy  breath 
of  smoke,  watched  it  drift  lazily  upward, 
knocked  his  pipe  empty,  and  carefully 
put  it  away.  He  was  not  anxious  to  open 
the  letter.  He  knew  only  too  well  its  con- 
tents ; the  seal  of  the  president  of  the 
company  stood  out  on  the  corner. 

The  door  of  the  office  across  the  way 
creaked  open,  and  Frank  made  his  way 
towards  him.  Cookson  studied  him. 
Frank  had  a way  of  walking  with  his 
long  arms  hanging  almost  motionless,  his 
powerful  shoulders  thrown  back.  But 
now,  in  both  his  hands,  was  a paper. 
Probably  the  duplicate  of  that  in  his  own 
lap,  thought  the  older  man.  For  the  first 


time  resentment  swelled  in  his  heart 
against  his  former  apprentice.  He  started 
up ; but  his  anger  turned  to  amazement 
with  Frank’s  “Good  news  for  both  of 
us — !”  Frank  was  not  one  to  jest  this 
way.  But — . He  tore  open  the  letter  with 
trembling  hands.  His  eyes  riveted  to  the 
phrase,  “You  will  assume  the  duties  of 
construction  boss  upon  the  departure 
of — ” the  rest  blurred. 

“But  you,  Frank,  — .”  He  managed  to 
hide  his  emotion. 

“ ‘Good  luck  for  both  of  us,’  I said.  I 
had  that  transfer  I wanted  made  official.” 
He  never  did  tell  the  rest  of  the  story; 
how  he  had  worked  since  his  appoint- 
ment to  vacate  the  leadership  he  felt  be- 
longed to  another. 

* ^ * 

A thin,  silvery  mist  softened  the  calm 
and  majestic  splendor  of  the  sun — 
seemed  to  render  the  other  bank  of  the 
river  more  remote.  The  little  group  on 
the  canoe-landing  did  not  need  the 
warmth  of  the  weak  rays  of  a partly  hid- 
den sun ; the  warmth  of  eternal  friend- 
ship was  with  them.  The  new  boss  put 
his  hand  on  the  younger  man’s  shoulder, 
and,  to  make  up  for  muttered  farewells, 
made  their  final  handclasp  just  a little 
stronger. 

The  canoe  nosed  out  and  turned  down 
into  the  stream.  Slowly  it  blended  till  it 
was  a part  of  the  mist  and  out  of  sight 
down  the  river. 

Cookson  watched  a long  moment, 
turned,  and  silently  climbed  to  that  spot 
in  the  trail.  His  eyes  turned  out  across 
the  awakening  world — a new  world  for 
him.  The  dawn  seemed  to  hold  a sym- 
bolic happiness  for  him,  as  it  spread  over 
the  lake,  and  the  hill,  and  the  sky. 

C.  H.  Savage,  ’38 


TIME  MARCHES  ON 

Many  a Fourth  Classman,  while  leisure-  probably  wondered  whether  the  ancient 
ly  perusing  the  pages  of  his  history,  has  heroes  of  whom  he  reads  really  lived ; or, 
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if  so,  did  they  actually  perform  those 
wondrous  deeds  of  which  historians 
write.  Now,  these  suspicions  are  only 
natural ; they  may  even  be  well-founded  ; 
who  can  tell  ? May  not  Themistocles 
have  been  a pseudonym,  Homer  and 
Herodotus  pen-names,  and  the  names  of 
many  lesser  lights  either  false  or  mis- 
spelled? Is  it  not  possible,  nay  even  prob- 
able, that  some  legends  have  smuggled 
their  way  into  the  archives  of  our  ances- 
tors and  have  been  handed  down  to  us 
as  the  whole  truth  and  nothing  but  the 
truth  ? 

Let  us  take  it  for  granted  that  this  is 
so  and  that,  as  time  rolls  on,  more  and 
more  fictitious  names  appear,  more  and 
more  legendary  heroes  occur,  and  more 
and  more  myths  are  accepted  as  fact. 
Therefore,  let  us  step  into  the  elevator 
of  eons;  let  Father  Time  cast  aside  his 
beard,  scythe,  and  gown,  take  a bath,  don 
his  uniform  and  cap,  and  thus  transform 
himself  from  the  Grim  Reaper  into  the 
trim  elevator  boy  who  takes  us  up,  up,  up 
past  century  after  century  until  he  finally 
stops  at  ten  thousand  A.D.  Through  the 
elevator’s  open  door  we  see  tall,  slender 
skyscrapers  and  tremendous  flat-roofed 
buildings,  signs  of  a great  and  prosper- 
ous land.  Very  well ; let  us  enter  that 
huge  edifice  above  whose  door  hangs  the 
sign  “Cosmopolitan  Library.”  Let  us  seat 
ourselves  at  the  desk  on  which  lies  that 
large  book.  Now  we  shall  pull  the  book 
towards  us,  open  it,  and  read : 
EXCERPTS  FROM  THE  CURRENT 
ENCYCLOPEDIA,  10,000  A.D. 

Julius  Caesar:  The  “Commentaries  of 
Julius  Caesar”  was  an  instrument  of  tor- 
ture used  by  unscrupulous  school-teachers 
in  their  handling  of  innocent  school- 
children.  In  the  Worra  Museum  lies  a 
letter  from  one  of  the  victims.  This 
blood-stained,  tear-soaked  document  is 
worded  thus : 

Dear  Charley : 

I flunked. 

Pete. 


William  Shaikespree:  Little  is  known 
about  this  being.  The  eminent  authority, 
Swin  Git,  says  that  he  was  the  author  of 
the  ballad  “Swanee  Fliver.”  However, 
Sir  Lore  Lei  claims  that  Shaikespree  was 
a dog  whose  only  claim  to  fame  was  that 
his  bite  inspired  Barnyard  Kripling  to 
write  “Hunka  Tin.”  Both  these  men 
agree  that  dog  or  man,  he  inhabited  the 
“Mermade  Tavern”  during  the  nine- 
teenth century. 

The  Leaning  Tower  of  Pisa:  This 
building  is  situated  in  Pisa,  Italy.  It  was 
once  straight  and  tall,  but  it  assumed  its 
present  position  after  a collision  with 
Noah’s  Ark  during  the  Great  Flood. 

Daniel  Booze:  Daniel  Booze  was  a 
great  statesman  during  the  Colonial  days. 
When  England  was  about  to  elect  a pro- 
vincial governor,  Daniel’s  followers 
paraded  through  the  streets  shouting, 
“Give  us  liberty  or  give  us  Booze.”  After 
a long  and  hectic  career  Daniel’s  doctor 
ordered  a complete  rest  for  him,  so  Booze 
became  a WPA  worker.  He  died  in  1900, 
a victim  of  the  thirst  epidemic  just  before 
Repeal. 

Bosco  Da  Gambler,  Punk  De  Leon, 
and  Joe  Da  Weazel:  These  three  names 
indicate  three  species  of  the  extinct  gang- 
ster family.  Together  they  formed  the 
Koo-Koo  Klan  which  was  exterminated 
along  with  the  Dodo  bird.  For  details  see 
Goon  Agoo’s  “Unnatural  History.” 

Flatrock  Henry:  This  great  American 
patriot  was  also  a renowned  soldier  of 
fortune.  He  saw  action  in  the  Russo- 
Japanese  War,  the  China- Japanese  War, 
and  many  others.  After  a long  and  ad- 
venturous life,  this  historic  figure  was 
shot  down  in  the  battle  of  “Gottafoo.” 
With  his  dying  breath  he  uttered  these 
immortal  words,  often  quoted  by  profes- 
sors, historians,  and  laundrymen,  “No 
tickee,  no  shirtee.” 

Ugh ! let  us  hasten  immediately  from 
this  great  and  prosperous  land  of  ignor- 
ance and  return  to  our  own . Ah, 

but  is  our  own  enlightened  age  any  wiser? 


10 


LATIN  SCHQOL  REGISTER 


Let  us  find  out. 

“Oh  Father  Time,  could  you  take  us  to 
the  bottom  of  this  marvelous  building?” 
we  weary  wanderers  wonder. 

“Nay,  my  pilgrims,”  replies  the  eleva- 
tor boy ; “that  part  of  the  building  below 


the  nineteenth  century  has  caved  in  and, 
therefore,  cannot  be  visited.  However,  it 
is  under  contract  to  be  excavated  and  will 
be  open  to  all  on  Judgment  Day.” 

D.  Balaban,  ’38 


MR.  POWERS  SPEAKS 


“Boys  will  be  boys ! 

“Year  in,  year  out  they  have  the  same 
difficulties,  the  same  fears,  and  the  same 
worries  at  the  Boston  Latin  School,”  as- 
serted Mr.  Powers,  headmaster  of  the 
school,  as  he  leaned  back  in  his  swivel 
chair  and  put  your  reporter  at  ease. 

“I,  personally,  cannot  keep  in  contact 
with  every  boy  that  enters  the  school. 
But  at  one  time  or  another  during  the 
school  year,  I usually  have  cause  to  see 
him,”  continued  the  white-haired  gentle- 
man, whose  presence  and  influence  in- 
spires our  students  at  B.  L.  S. 

“I  try  to  be  impartial  and  fair  to  all 
my  boys.  And  when  they  come  down  to 
me,  I try  to  give  them  the  benefit  of  any 
existing  doubt. 

“I  know  full  well  that  the  boys  who 
come  to  me  may  have  their  future  in  my 
hands.  Sometimes  a mere  word  from  me 
sets  them  right.  Almost  always  we  man- 
age to  smooth  the  difficulties  out  to- 
gether,” Headmaster  Powers  continued 
as  your  reporter  became  more  and  more 
interested. 

Mr.  Powers  has  been  headmaster  for 
eight  years.  He  still  regards  the  Latin 
School’s  problems  as  seriously  as  when 
he  first  heard  them,  and  still  accepts  each 
boy’s  difficulties  as  personal  ones  which 
must  be  put  to  rights. 

“I  should  like  to  have  every  boy  in 
Latin  School  feel  that  the  school  is  his, 
and  that  it  is  what  he  makes  it.  And  con- 
trary to  popular  belief,  we,  the  faculty, 


do  not  want  our  boys  just  to  make  high 
grades.  We  want  them  to  be  able  to  mix 
with  people,  to  learn  how  to  be  sociable, 
to  understand  life.” 

Then  your  reporter,  who  as  a Latin 
School  student  has  had  to  suffer  and 
listen  to  varying  definitions  of  the  typical 
Latin  School  student,  asked  for  the  true 
definition. 

“The  Latin  School  boy,  as  we  see  him, 
is  a boy  who  mixes  well  with  other  peo- 
ple, has  self-confidence  and  a high  ideal 
in  life,”  the  pleasant  voice  answered. 

“And  the  Latin  School  spirit  is  the 
same  as  ever.  There  is  hardly  any  change 
throughout  the  many  years.  It  always 
has  been  the  same  and  probably  will 
always  remain  so.  The  lower  classmen 
are  the  ones  who  fill  the  coffers.  And  the 
upper  classmen  are  the  ones  that  empty 
them. 

“I  merely  mean,”  explained  Mr. 
Powers  with  a smile,  “that  the  upper 
classmen  take  active  part  in  the  school 
activities,  with  the  goal  of  getting  names 
and  pictures  in  the  Year  Book ; but  aside 
from  this,  their  school  spirit  is  not  ob- 
vious. Then  there  are  the  students  who, 
when  they  contribute  money  to  the  sup- 
port of  the  activities,  do  no  more,  feeling 
that  they  have  done  enough. 

“It  is  the  lower  classmen  who  not  only 
buy  but  take  part  in  every  school  venture 
and  activity. 

“If  the  upper  classmen  at  the  school 
would  only  bear  in  mind  that  Latin 
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School  is  not  only  a place  in  which  to 
study  but  also  a place  in  which  to  play, 
then  we  will  have  our  much  desired  and 
ideal  Latin  School  boy!”  enlightened  the 
School’s  leader. 

He  also  advised  that  boys  contemplat- 
ing entering  Latin  School  do  so  in  the 
sixth  class  because  of  the  abrupt  change 
that  is  sure  to  show  on  a student’s  report 
card  as  a result  of  coming  from  a totally 
different  school.  It  is  the  boy  entering  in 


the  sixth  class  who  derives  the  most  from 
the  school.  The  boys  that  survive  from 
the  sixth  class  have  withstood  the  many 
difficulties  that  the  school  affords ; and. 
when  they  graduate,  they  have  definitely 
shown  that  they  are  fully  prepared  for 
college  and  for  life. 

However,  if  a boy  has  what  it  takes, 
nothing  can  prevent  him  from  making 
the  Latin  School  grade ! 

Earl  M.  Wedrow,  ’41 


FOR  THE  GOOD  OF  THE  REPUBLIC 


“Comrade  Jones,  accused  of  uttering 
derogatory  remarks  as  to  his  majesty’s 
waist-line,”  the  orderly  read  the  report, 
withholding  a snicker. 

The  fat  man  behind  the  desk  grunted, 
snarling  furiously.  He  rubbed  the  top  of 
the  desk  with  his  fingers,  then  opened  his 
mouth.  It  was  an  imposing  mouth,  and 
it  went  well  with  gold-braided  uniform, 
bright  with  colors,  and  shiny  with  belt- 
buckles  and  ornamental  cartridge  clips. 
He  wore  baggy  military  knickers,  stuffed 
into  large,  glistening  leather  boots.  On 
his  shaggy  head  perched  a square-cut 
blue  hat,  with  little  muskets  crossed  to- 
gether over  a fire  at  the  peak.  This  was 
Gottfried  Pitler,  Dictator  of  all  Vresnia. 

“Execute  at  dawn!”  he  ordered,  “We 
can  have  no  enemies  to  the  republic.” 
The  orderly  gulped,  began  reading  the 
next  batch  of  names,  after  having 
marked  a heavy  black  cross  through  Com- 
rade Jones’  name. 

When  noon-time,  the  period  of  sleep 
for  Dictator  Pitler,  came,  the  Orderly 
stood  up.  clicked  his  heels  together  re- 
spectfully, turned  to  leave.  The  door 
burst  violently  open ; a woman  in  a rag- 
ged shawl  stumbled  in.  Two  surprised 
guards  were  a few  steps  behind.  She 
pointed  a thin  finger  at  Pitler. 


“You  have  condemned  my  son!  He 
has  done  nothing;  he  was  only  jesting 
when  he  said  that  Your  Highness’s  waist- 
line was  too  bulbous ! Will  you  not,  kind 
Dictator,  spare  him  ? He  is  only  a boy  . . .” 
And  she  fell  to  her  knees  and  clutched 
imploringly  at  the  mighty  one’s  feet. 
Pitler  kicked  her  aside  and  flicked  an 
imaginary  speck  of  dirt  from  his  shiny 
boots. 

“We  can  have  no  enemies  to  the  Re- 
public,” he  stated,  and  turned  away. 

The  woman  stared  a moment  at  his 
broad  back,  clawed  in  her  bosom,  and 
brought  forth  a little  black  revolver.  She 
raised  it  and  began  to  pull  the  trigger, 
when  the  two  guards  leaped  upon  her 
and  crushed  her  frail  body  to  the  floor. 
Pitler  turned  around,  his  face  white  with 
anger  . 

“Shoot  this  woman  at  once!”  he 
ordered.  “She  is  an  enemy  to  the  Repub- 
lic.” The  guards  bore  her  limp,  broken 
form  away.  Soon  came  the  bark  of  guns, 
and  Dictator  Pitler,  lying  on  the  sumptu- 
ous couch  in  his  office,  smiled  in  deep 
satisfaction.  He  turned  over  and  slept  a 
deep,  refreshing  slumber. 

It  was  later  on  in  the  afternoon.  Dic- 
tator Pitler  was  slumped  down  in  a huge 
chair,  while  about  a large,  round  table 
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were  seated  many  men,  all  of  whom  bore 
an  important  and  prosperous  look.  The 
white-haired  one  arose. 

“About  your  coming  speech  to  the  pub- 
lic, your  majesty,”  he  began  respectfully. 
Pitler  jerked  out  of  the  semi-conscious 
state  he  was  in.  “Though  you  will  be 
well-guarded  and  there  is  not  much 
chance  of  anyone’s  even  wishing  to  take 
Your  Highness’s  life”  (it  had  been  said 
that  Thoren  was  a master  of  flattery,  and 
so  it  seemed,  for  Pitler  was  smirking 
pleasedly  at  him),  “we  think  it  best  that 
for  the  good  of  the  Republic,  there  ought 
to  be  no  chances  taken.  I therefore  pro- 
pose something  which  I know  will  be 
most  abhorrent  to  Your  Highness’s  sense 
of  duty  and  Your  Highness’s  courageous 
nature.” 

“Well,  well,  out  with  it,  man,”  boomed 
Pitler,  inflating  like  a balloon. 

“I  propose  that  a double  be  given  your 
speech,  Your  Highness,  and  that  he,  in- 
stead of  you,  shall  read  it  to  the  crowd 
next  Saturday.  You  see,  we  can  take  no 
chances.  It  is  far  better  that  a common 
lout  be  shot  down  than  Your  Highness. 
We  could  not  get  along  without  you.” 

“Why,  that’s  preposterous!  Do  you 
think  I am  a coward  and  afraid  to  face 
my  people?  Still,  for  the  good  of  the 
Republic — He  was  not  giving  very  much 
opposition  to  the  plan.  “Why  must  I 
have  this  double?”  he  asked.  “Why  not 
just  a person  to  read  the  speech?  I could 
be  ill  and  unable  to  speak  . . .” 

“You  would  not  like  your  people  to 
think  that  you  were  afraid  to  address 
them  because  of  fear  of  assassination, 
when  you  really  are  thinking  only  of 
them  and  their  benefit,  would  you,  Your 
Highness?  They  are  such  stupid  people 
that  they  would  jump  to  conclusions  very 
quickly.  Now,  then,  I have  in  mind  a 
man  who  is  just  your  build  and  looks 
quite  like  Your  Highness.  Here  is  the 
plan : On  the  day  of  your  address,  he  is 
to  come  here  and  rehearse  the  speech. 


You  are  to  go  from  here,  alone,  and  wait 
— alone  at  his  house.  I know  that  Your 
Highness  will  rebel  at  spending  even  a 
few  hours  in  the  house  of  a commoner, 
but  it  is  for  the  good  of  the  Republic.  All 
your  guards  would  be  at  the  gathering, 
as  we  wish  the  people  to  think  that  your 
double  is  really  you.  They  might  become 
suspicious  if  they  found  the  guards  miss- 
ing. If  you  stayed  alone  here  in  the 
palace,  a stray  assassin  might — might 
assassinate  you.  But  no  one  would  think 
to  look  for  you  in  a common  baker’s 
home  . . .” 

“I  am  not  afraid  of  any  assassin!” 
blustered  Dictator  Pitler  weakly. 

“Yes,  yes  Your  Highness — but  it  is  for 
the  good  of  the  Republic.” 

“Oh,  very  well,  I shall  do  so,”  agreed 
Pitler,  trying  to  hide  his  relief. 


The  huge  crowd  is  gathering  already, 
although  it  is  hardly  daylight.  From  a 
rude  hut  on  the  outskirts  of  the  city,  a 
figure  steals  furtively  off  in  the  direction 
of  the  palace.  He  knocks  upon  the  heavy 
gate,  and  soon  a dignified,  white-haired 
old  gentleman  cautiously  admits  him.  An 
hour  later,  a fat,  dumpy  figure  waddles 
off  through  the  mist,  his  shiny  boots 
glistening  with  wet  drops  of  rain  and 
mist.  His  destination,  oddly  enough,  is 
the  home  of  our  first  character. 

It  is  night  now.  Searchlights  sweep 
straight  up,  giving  the  effect  of  a great 
sea  of  drapes  hanging  from  the  sky. 
There  is  nothing  to  be  seen  for  miles  and 
miles  but  massed  humanity  and  huge 
flags.  In  front  of  all  this  seething  life 
stands  a high  platform.  On  a dais  in  the 
center  draped  with  flags,  is  the  table 
where  a fat,  dumpy  man  sits,  talking  into 
a microphone,  his  head  bobbing  back  and 
forth  as  he  talks,  his  fists  shooting 
straight  out  and  upward  as  he  gestulates 
wildly.  Now  and  then  come  cheers,  thun- 
derous and  resounding  from  the  crowd. 
It  is  then  that  the  hundreds  of  guards  are 
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tense  and  ready,  for  it  is  a perfect  time 
for  the  crack  of  a rifle  to  be  drowned  out. 
In  the  stand  the  figure  at  times  lifts  his 
left  arm,  and  a camera  flashes  light  on  the 
scene  for  a fitful  second.  What  a scene 
the  camera-men  are  missing,  for  in  the 
back  of  the  crowd,  a figure,  cloaked 
heavily,  his  hat  pulled  low  over  his  eyes, 
slowly  raises  a long  rifle  to  his  shoulder 
and  takes  careful  aim.  Suddenly  the 
microphone  in  front  of  the  orator  falls 
off  the  table  as  though  pushed  off  by  an 
invisible  hand.  Next  a water  glass  near- 
by shatters  into  a thousand  pieces ! The 
speaker  stops,  aghast,  in  the  middle  of  a 
sentence.  The  crowd  can  no  longer  hear 
him,  for  the  microphone  is  broken.  The 
guards  rush  into  the  crowd,  their  bay- 
onets gleaming,  and  another  bullet  takes 
the  speaker  in  the  body.  All  is  chaos,  as 
he  shrieks  in  mortal  terror,  and  men  rush 
to  his  side.  A black-cloaked  figure  turns, 
runs  swiftly  down  an  alley,  and  is  lost  to 
sight  . . . 

In  a small  hut  on  the  outskirts  of  the 
city,  a fat,  dumpy  man  sits  comfortably 
ensconsed  in  any  easy  chair.  He  is  smok- 
ing a large  cigar.  His  gold  braided  coat 
with  the  heavy  medals,  lies  wrinkled  on 
the  floor  in  a mass  of  newspapers.  Dicta- 
tor Pitler  has  taken  off  his  heavy,  glisten- 
ing leather  boots,  and  his  stockinged  feet 
rest  comfortably  on  a worn  foot-stool. 
He  is  engrossed  in  the  daily  newspaper, 
where  on  the  front  page  is  a huge  picture 
of  himself,  under  a black  banner : “His 
Highness  Speaks  Today.”  He  traces  lov- 
ingly with  his  fat  finger  the  outlines  of 
his  face,  while  a tinny  radio  blares  forth 
dance  music.  Hearing  this,  he  turns  im- 
patiently to  it,  and  twists  the  dial  until 
a rich,  deep  voice  comes  roaring  into  the 
room.  He  sighs  happily,  realizes  it  is  not 
his  own  voice,  and  scowls,  but  continues 
to  listen. 

His  fat  hand  is  closed  about  his  third 
bottle  of  beer,  when  the  door  bursts  open, 


and  a ragged,  snarling  man  leaps  upon 
him  and  grasps  him  by  the  throat.  Pit- 
ler’s  bleary  eyes  take  this  in  very  slowly, 
for  the  beer  is  strong.  He  finds  he  is  be- 
ing strangled  and  pushes  the  arms  away. 

“What  do  you  want  ?”  he  cries  pettish- 
ly, retrieving  his  cigar  from  the  floor. 
“What  is  the  meaning  of  this?” 

“So  you  are  Pimeloss,  the  baker!”  the 
man  snarls  again,  and  draws  a heavy  gun 
which  he  levels  at  Dictator  Pitler.  “You 
are  the  rat  that  has  been  poisoning  loaves 
of  bread,  so  that  the  people  who  buy  them 
die — a slow,  painful  death!  You  have 
killed  my  little  Maria  and  my  own  dear 
Louisa!  You  are  a two-fold  murderer, 
and  you  shall  pay  for  your  misdeeds — .” 
The  hammer  of  the  gun  clicks  back,  and 
Pitler,  pale  and  now  entirely  sober,  draws 
himself  up. 

“You  are  mistaken,  lout!  Do  you  not 
know  me?  I am  Gottfried  Pitler,  and 
you  shall  face  a firing-squad  for  this  in- 
dignity to — to  the  Republic !” 

The  other  laughed  harshly,  gestured 
toward  the  radio. 

“And  I suppose  that  that  is  not  you, 
now  bombarding  the  air  with  silly,  bom- 
bastic phrases!  You  cannot  get  away 
with  this,  Pimeloss ! Where,  for  instance, 
if  by  any  chance  you  should  be  Dictator 
Pitler,  is  your  uniform-coat  with  all  the 
trumped-up  medals?” 

“Here — they  were  here  a minute 
ago — ” muttered  Pitler,  delving  among 
the  litter  of  newspapers.  Again  the  other 
laughed,  more  harshly  this  time. 

“You  are  not  any  such  thing  as  Pitler, 
though  you  do  resemble  a swine.  And 
where  are  your  guards,  from  whom  you 
never  get  more  than  two  feet  away,  lest 
you  be  assassinated!  Yes,  Pimeloss,  I 
went  to  the  palace  the  other  day  to  find 
out  if  I could  bring  any  suit  against  you, 
and  the  old,  white-haired  gentleman  in 
charge  there — he  was  a fine  man — told 
me,  after  looking  up  the  records,  where 
you  lived.  I spent  all  day  yesterday  look- 
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ing  in  your  house  for  you,  but  I could 
not  find  you ! This  morning  I saw  you 
slip  out  of  the  house  and  go  off  in  the 
direction  of  the  palace  . . . but  I waited 
here!  Were  it  not  for  the  nice,  white- 
haired  old  gentleman,  I would  not  be 
able  to  get  my  revenge — like  this!”  He 
pulled  the  trigger  of  the  gun  five  times, 
his  face  contorted  with  horror,  then 
threw  the  smoking  thing  from  him  and 
dashed  blindly  out  the  door  . . . Dicta- 
tor Pitler,  alias  Pimeloss,  screamed, 
slithered  to  the  floor,  while  the  radio, 
which  had  been  silent  for  the  last  three 
minutes,  again  boomed  forth  into  the 
room. 

“Comrades!  Great  News!  The  bullet 
of  an  assassin,  fired  into  the  body  of  our 

LATIN  SCHOI 

It  doesn’t  seem  possible  that  Latin 
School  could  have  been  the  background 
for  a “Dime-Novel”  but  nevertheless  this 
is  the  case.  The  book  “The  Northern 
Cross”  or  “Randolph’s  Last  Year  at  the 
Boston  Latin  School”  is  one  of  the  “Pine- 
Cones”  series  of  books,  fore-runner  of 
the  Horatio  Alger  stories  and  “Dime- 
Novels,”  but  less  melodramatic  than 
either  of  these.  The  only  copy  of  this 
book  now  available  is  in  the  “Rare- 
Books”  section  of  the  Public  Library  and 
is  a highly  valued  first-edition. 

This  book  is  interesting  to  us  because 
of  the  description  it  contains  of  Latin 
School  in  the  1870’s.  The  School  was 
then  situated  on  School  Street ; each 
class  formed  one  room,  and  there  were 
twenty  boys  in  Class  One.  The  School’s 
drillers  formed  one  battalion  which 
drilled  on  Boston  Common.  Officers  were 
chosen  by  vote  of  Class  One  and  were 
forced  to  study  “Upton’s  Tactics.”  Ap- 
probations were  awarded  every  Satur- 
day (Saturday  was  a school  day)  ; mis- 
demeanor marks  were  given  out  freely, 


great  ruler,  Gottfried  Pitler,  did  no  harm. 
It  was  only  a superficial  wound,  and  our 
mighty  ruler  will  soon  be  up  and  about 
again.  . . . Secretary  of  the  Records, 
Alvinus  Thoren,  has  just  dropped  a 
bombshell ! He  says  that  the  wounded 
man  whom  all  thought  was  our  leader, 
was  not  Pitler  at  all,  but  a double  for 
him,  whose  name  was  Pimeloss.  . . 

Before  life  left  his  fat  body,  Gottfried 
Pitler  gasped  out  his  last  words — 
“Thoren  . . . trickery  . . and  died. 

Alvinus  Thoren,  master  of  flattery  and 
intrigue,  is  now  master  of  the  whole  of 
Vresnia. 

H.  I.  Coffin,  ’41 


L IN  FICTION 

and  censures  could  be  acquired  for  trivial 
offenses.  In  those  days  a censure  meant 
that  the  offender  was  ineligible  for  a 
prize  in  the  month  he  was  censured. 

The  plot  of  the  story  is  simple  and  true 
to  form.  The  hero  is  a studious  lad,  who 
fights  hard  to  maintain  his  position  at  the 
head  of  the  graduating  class,  for  he  is 
opposed  by  a “grind.”  When  his  rival 
becomes  sick,  he  tutors  him,  and  finally 
our  hero  wins  the  Fidelity  and  Declama- 
tion prizes,  while  his  rival  runs  away 
with  the  Modern  prize.  (In  those  days 
there  was  no  classical  prize.) 

Boys  then  seem  to  have  been  made  of 
sterner  stuff  than  nowadays.  They  were 
expert  at  heckling  masters  and  success- 
ful at  it  to  boot.  They  “deserted”  from 
drill  periods,  and  even  our  hero  acquired 
a censure  (which  the  master,  of  course, 
retracted).  When  there  was  a snowball 
fight  outside,  boys  jumped  from  second- 
story  windows  to  join  in.  However,  it 
seems  to  me  that  neither  time  nor  circum- 
stance have  done  much  to  alter  Latin 
School  or  her  pupils. 


Allen  Scher,  ’38 
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METHODS  OF  TEACHING 


(An  excerpt  from  an  account  by  a 
pupil  of  the  time.) 

“Somewhere  about  1811,  the  public 
Latin  School  was  under  the  charge  of  a 
man  whose  soubriquet  was  ‘Sawney,’  an 
extremely  original  and  eccentric  charac- 
ter, who  lorded  it  over  four  or  five  classes 
of  the  most  intractable  and  turbulent  fel- 
lows, sixty  or  seventy  in  number,  that 
ever  met  together  to  have  Latin  and 
Greek  hammered  into  them.  . . . 

“The  following  will  suffice  to  show 
what  type  of  man  ‘Sawney’  was: 

“ ‘Well !’  continues  ‘Sawney,’  switching 
the  air  with  his  cane,  ‘Well,  muttonhead, 
what  does  an  active  verb  express?’ 

“After  a little  delay- — ‘I’ll  tell  you 
what  it  expresses,’  he  resumes,  bringing 
the  stick  down  upon  the  boy’s  haunches 
with  decided  emphasis,  ‘it  expresses  an 
action  and  necessarily  supposes  an  agent,’ 
flourishing  the  cane,  which  descends 


again  as  before,  ‘and  an  object  acted 
upon,  as  ‘castigo  te,’  ‘I  chastise  thee;’ 
do  you  understand  now,  hey?’ 

“ ‘Yes,  sir!  Yes,  sir!’  replies  the  boy, 
doing  his  best  to  get  out  of  the  way  of 
the  rattan.  But  ‘Sawney’  is  not  disposed 
to  let  him  off  so. 

“ ‘Now  tell  me  when  an  active  verb  is 
also  called  transitive,’  says  he. 

“ ‘I  don’t  know,  sir,’  drawls  Bangs, 
doggedly. 

“‘Don’t  you?’  follows  ‘Sawney,’  ‘then 
I’ll  inform  you.  An  active  verb  is  called 
transitive,  when  the  action  passeth  over 
(whack,  whack)  to  the  object.  You 
(whack)  are  the  object.  I am  (whack) 
the  agent.  Now  take  care  not  to  go  home 
and  say  that  I never  taught  you  any- 
thing. Do  you  hear  (whack)  ?’  ” 

A.  /.  Medalia,  ’38 
Allen  Schcr,  ’38 


* * * 
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RAMBLINGS  OF  THE  REGISTER’S  RAVING  REPORTER 


July  16 — “If  you  have  tears,  prepare 
to  shed  them  now.”  C.  E.  E.  B.  reports 
finally  arrived.  Most  of  the  lads  were 
completely  baffled  by  the  new  system  of 
marking  for  more  reasons  than  one. 

Sept.  8 — The  last  trace  of  dust  was 
removed  from  the  rooms  today,  lest  the 
well-dressed  Seniors  soil  their  cream- 
colored  pants. 

Sept.  9 — First  day  of  school.  The  old- 
timers  met  and  swapped  some  whopping 
tales  of  the  summer.  . . . But  there  was 
nothing  funny  about  the  opening  day. 

Sept.  10 — Our  first  full  day  of  school. 
Various  and  sundry  remarks  were  heard 
about  “that”  teacher  who  gave  a home- 
lesson. 

Sept.  11 — We  rubbed  our  eyes  and 
pinched  ourselves,  but  the  clock  still  said 
Saturday. 

Sept.  13 — The  Hall  again  echoed  the 
voices  of  the  youth  of  Latin  School  as  all 
the  drillers  of  last  year  assembled  to  be 
informed  by  Mr.  Powers  and  Col.  Pen- 
ney they  would  march  in  the  forthcoming 
parade. 

Sept.  14 — We  recently  overheard  a 
Second  Classman  drowning  his  sorrows 


in  the  brimming  cup.  “Make  it  a glass  of 
milk,”  growled  he,  “Yeah,  and  leave  the 
bottle  here !” 

Sept.  15 — Beware!  There  are  fiends 
loose!  Scher  and  D’Albora  are  running 
about  the  building  with  candid  cameras. 
No  one  is  safe  from  these  two  demons. 

Sept.  16 — The  cherubim  of  Classes 
IV,  V,  and  VI  were  told  that  the  “boogey” 
man  would  get  them  if  they  didn’t  study. 
. . . It  is  rumored  about  the  building 
that  more  and  more  teachers  are  sub- 
tracting points  for  dirty  papers.  So  re- 
member, boys,  “Grime  does  not  pay.” 

Sept.  17 — Constitution  Day.  All  drill- 
ers marched  in  the  parade  and  the  streets 
echoed  to  the  count  “1 -2-3-4.” 

Sept.  20 — The  Detention  Club  met  at 
2:35  in  Room  216.  Attendance  by  invi- 
tation only.  Mr.  Wenners  began  his 
annual  sales  campaign  at  the  expense  of 
the  upper  classes. 

Sept.  21 — The  cute  “lil  fellers”  of  the 
lower  classes  assembled  in  the  Hall  to 
the  joy  of  many  upper  classers  who  used 
the  period  to  finish  their  homelessons.  Is 
that  true  Latin  School  spirit,  boys  ? 

Sept.  22 — Upon  seeing  four  boys  talk- 
ing, Mr.  Quinn  remarked,  “Ah,  the  four 
Marx  brothers.  Well,  take  one  mark 
each.”  (Mr.  Ouinn  hasn’t  said  that  yet, 
but  we  know  it’s  coming  on  schedule.) 

Sept.  23 — The  lads  who  bring  you  this, 
your  favorite  column — namely,  the  Cir- 
culation Staff — met  in  Room  116.  ..  . 
After  a careful  census,  we  have  again 
found  one  Class  Oner  who  is  not  running 
for  office.  He’s  Maurice’s  campaign 
manager. 

Sept.  24 — Dr.  Pond  thumped  and 
pounded  the  football  players  in  his  search 
for  flat  feet  and  baldness. 

Sept.  27 — Mr.  Shea : “Name  three 
bases.” 

Class : “First,  second  and  third.” 

Sept.  28 — According  to  the  physicist’s 
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definition  of  work,  we  play  at  home- 
lessons  every  night.  (Some  fun!) 

Sept.  29 — Lest  there  be  a blank  space 
after  our  name  in  the  Year  Book,  we 
joined  the  Classical  Club. 

Sept.  30 — We  just  couldn’t  keep  this 
to  ourselves : 

Mr.  Bowker  : “What  is  the  constant?” 

Stude  : “I  say  pi.” 

Mr.  Bowker:  “And  ice  cream.”  (Ow! 
Ow!!  Ow!!!) 

Oct.  1 — A gold  fountain  pen  has  been 
found ; the  owner  will  please  form  a line 
at  the  office  at  two-thirty. 

Oct.  4 — The  future  columnists  and  the 
R.  R.  R.  met  to  plan  the  issues  of  the 
year.  Everyone  then  proceeded  to  do 
things  his  own  way. 

Oct.  5 — The  first  fire-drill  of  the  year 
brought  us  out  in  the  rain  today.  Lucky 
it  was  a wet  day ; the  sparks  might  have 
spread  to  Commerce. 

Oct.  6 — The  Orchestra  had  its  own 
little  rehearsal  today.  From  what  we 
heard,  they  were  welcome  to  it. 

Oct.  7 — Who  put  that  advertisement  on 
the  bulletin  board  today?  “First  ser- 
geant’s uniform;  1 faded  green  sweater; 

1 pair  pants  with  baggy  knees;  holes  in 
pockets,  10c  extra.” 

Oct.  8 — Perhaps  Mr.  Winslow  was 
thinking  of  his  native  Maine  woods  when 
he  cracked  about  one  of  his  pupils, 

RAVINGS  □ 

The  following  rules  were  passed  at  the 
latest  teachers’  meeting : 

I.  A student  may  not  chew  gum  unless 
it  is  Wrigley’s. 

II.  If  a boy  must  smoke,  he  may  do  so 
only  on  the  grounds  of  the  Harvard 
Medical  School. 

III.  No  notes  for  absence  need  be 
brought  in  if  the  pupil  submits  a 
ticket  stub  showing  that  he  has  at- 
tended the  “Met.” 


“Green  by  name,  green  by  nature.” 

Oct.  11 — At  last  we  have  found  out 
what  Latin  School  boys  do  when  gradu- 
ated. Some  write  novels;  others  write 
poetry ; but  most  write  home  for  money. 

Oct.  12 — Many  thanks  to  our  rescuer, 
Columbus,  for  the  brief  but  very  welcome 
holiday. 

Oct.  13 — Music  Appreciation  and  Latin 
Clubs  met  today.  When  it  was  learned 
that  the  Latin  Club  could  not  be  used  for 
campaign  purposes,  nine-tenths  of  the 
membership  moved  to  adjourn  (the  other 
tenth  was  a voter). 

Oct.  14 — In  Cushiva’s  “Introduction 
to  Conrad,”  the  author  says  that  although 
Conrad’s  works  sometimes  make  for 
heavy  reading,  the  reader  “once  knowing 
the  man”  is  compelled  “to  read  on  and 
on.”  Well,  yours  truly  knows  the  man, 
but  it’s  his  English  master  who  compels 
him  to  read  on  and  on. 

Oct.  15 — Marks  close  today.  And 
speaking  of  marks — there  is  nothing  half- 
way about  the  Latin  School  student. 
Maybe  that’s  why  he  can  never  get  fifty. 
. . . However,  our  footballers  went  the 
limit  to  “memorialize”  the  defeat  of  a 
certain  team  from  Roxbury.  Two  of  our 
stars  were  back  with  us  as  a result  of  this 
same  closing  of  marks.  Hooray  for 
marks ! 

The  Raver 


F A VICTIM 

IV.  All  home  lessons  are  to  be  prepared 
unless  Burns  and  Allen,  “Al”  Jol- 
son,  or  “Eddie”  Cantor  are  on  the 
air  on  a school  night. 

V.  Talking  is  permitted  only  when  it 
concerns  today’s  games. 

VI.  Whistling  is  forbidden  except  after 
a Latin  test  when  we  “got  plenty  of 
nothin’.” 

Albert  E.  Hayes,  Jr.,  ’38 
Norman  Tannenbaum,  ’39 
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THE  CALIFORNIAN  ACE 


The  story  of  the  rise  of  J.  Donald 
Budge  to  the  heights  he  has  now  attained 
is  nothing  short  of  miraculous.  At  the 
age  of  22  he  is  the  world’s  number  one 
tennis  player.  At  Wimbleton  he  accom- 
plished the  seemingly  impossible  in  win- 
ning the  singles  by  virtue  of  a 6-3,  6-4, 
6-2  victory  over  Baron  Gottfried  von 
Cramm ; the  doubles  with  Gene  Mako ; 
and  the  mixed-doubles  with  Miss  Alice 
Marble.  He  was  U.  S.  doubles  champion 
in  1936.  This  year  he  won  the  singles 
championship  at  the  expense  of  von 
Cramm.  So  much  for  the  background. 
Mr.  Robert  Tunis,  who  arranged  the 
interview,  introduced  me  to  Don  Budge. 

“Hello,  Mr.  Budge.  I’m  from  the 
Boston  Latin  School.  I’d  like  to  ask  you 
a few  questions  for  my  school  paper.” 

“Sure,  but  don’t  call  me  Mr.  Budge; 
call  me  Don.” 

Leading  me  to  a secluded  part  of  the 
lobby  of  the  Longwood  Cricket  Club,  he 
asked  me  to  begin. 

“Don,  when  and  where  were  you 
born  ?”  was  the  first  question  I popped. 

“I  was  born  June  13,  1915,  in  Oakland, 
California.” 

“When  did  you  first  play  tennis?” 

“I  first  played  tennis  in  high  school,” 
was  the  prompt  reply. 

“I  suppose  you  teamed  with  Gene 
Mako  in  your  school  days  ?” 

“No;  contrary  to  popular  belief,  I first 
teamed  with  Gene  in  1934.” 

(Note:  Gene  Mako  is  one  of  the  coun- 
try’s best  doubles  player  and  ranked  high 
in  singles  competition.) 


“Are  you  interested  in  any  other 
sports  ?” 

After  thinking  a while,  he  slowly  re- 
plied, “I  play  a bit  of  golf ; in  the  winter 
I play  basketball  to  keep  in  shape.” 

“Who,  in  your  opinion,  is  the  world’s 
greatest  tennis  player  of  all  times?” 

“I  can’t  answer  that,  for  I haven’t 
played  against  any  of  the  former  great 
tennis  players.” 

“Who  are  some  of  the  best  tennis 
players  that  you  have  encountered  ?” 

“I  have  played  many  good  tennis 
players,  among  whom  are  Vines,  Perry, 
and  von  Cramm.” 

“Who  is  England’s  best  tennis  player?” 

“Charles  Hare  is  improving,  but  ‘Bun- 
ny’ Austin  still  is  tops.” 

“After  the  doubles,  in  what  tourna- 
ments will  you  play?” 

“When  the  doubles  are  concluded,  I 
shall  be  in  the  singles  at  Forest  Hills, 
L.  I. ; then  I’ll  head  for  home.” 

“What’s  your  advice  to  young  players  ?” 

“Choose  the  racket  suited  to  your 
style ; practice,  and  you  will  be  rewarded, 
perhaps  not  to  the  extent  of  national 
fame,  but  at  least  you  will  be  able  to  hold 
your  own.” 

“In  closing,  Don,  I have  one  question 
that  you  don’t  have  to  answer.  Will  you 
turn  professional,  and  if  so,  when?” 

The  reply  came  swift  and  true.  “I  have 
no  intention  of  turning  ‘pro’  this  year.” 

“Thanks,  Don ; here’s  hoping  you  win 
the  singles  and  doubles.” 


N.  T.,  ’39 
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JEAN  SUZET 


The  ogre,  which  continued  to  pursue 
me  relentlessly,  had  finally  become  a 
deadly  apparition.  On  it  came,  appearing 
with  supernatural  regularity  between  the 
trees  which  already  were  casting  their 
purple  shadows  to  enmesh  me  further  in 
my  feeble  efforts  of  resistance.  As  the 
stalker  gained  on  me,  rabid  thought  dis- 
placed all  reason  in  my  feverish  brain.  I 
ran  with  shifting  course,  with  all  the  arti- 
fice at  my  command,  against  the  setting 
sun,  which  sent  its  blinding  rays  filtering 
through  the  arboreal  dusk.  My  attempts 
were  futile,  however,  for  my  wily  foe  did 
not  lose  the  scent. 

Now,  when  my  hope  was  at  lowest  ebb, 
I spied  a brook.  Into  this  I plunged , fol- 
lowed its  meandering  course  for  precious 
moments,  and  struck  off  again  into  the 
treacherous  wood.  My  nemesis  came  on, 
unencumbered  by  the  waters  swirling  at 
his  feet.  My  sensitive  ears  heard  the 
swish  of  his  passage  through  the  virginal 
forest,  each  step  louder  than  before.  I 
feared  for  my  life. 

Self-preservation  was  the  underlying 
motive  of  my  flight,  but  in  the  fogged 
recesses  of  my  brain  lay  the  news  which 
would  spell  the  liberation  of  my  country 
and  end  the  long  revel  of  the  war  god, 
Mars.  Even  now  the  crimson  flush  of 
war  painted  the  heavens  with  its  consum- 
ing flame.  Was  this  inferno  to  devour 
me,  also?  I glanced  to  the  rear  and  saw 
nothing.  Hope  welled  within  me,  and  I 
redoubled  my  speed. 

A surging  flood  of  despair  engulfed 
me  as  I beheld  a yawning  abyss,  its  maw 
wide  open  to  receive  me.  With  a curse, 
I pivoted  and  there  beheld  my  adversary, 


a huge  fiend,  come  to  fling  me  to  my 
death.  My  sword,  my  own  Excalibur, 
and  behind  that  my  hand,  trained  by  Jean 
Suzet,  alone  could  delay  the  end.  I be- 
lieved the  brute  before  me  to  be  my 
friend  of  other  days,  Edell  Renett,  who 
also  had  been  a pupil  of  Jean  Suzet.  His 
twisted  brain  still  knew  me,  but  not  as  a 
friend. 

To  cool  my  feverish  brow,  I forestalled 
his  onslaught  with  a steady  flow  of 
words.  “The  limit  of  man’s  ability  is  the 
limit  of  his  greatness,”  I said.  “When 
man  strives  to  evade  this  fact,  downfall 
is  imminent.” 

“Yes,  your  downfall,”  mocked  Edell. 
“My  sword  is  acknowledged  the  finest  in 
the  empire.  I am  even  greater  than  the 
master,  Jean  Suzet.” 

“No,  my  friend,  you  are  not,”  I re- 
plied. “Suzet  is  greatest,  but  even  he  can 
not  be  greater  than  his  skill  will  let  him 
be.” 

Renett  suddenly  became  possessed  with 
fury.  “You  have  divined  my  secret!  I 
must  have  your  life!” 

Out  came  my  sword,  even  as  his  own 
blade  left  the  scabbard.  A thrust,  a par- 
ry, and  the  battle  had  begun.  I did  not 
note  the  time,  but  I was  ready  to  ac- 
knowledge him  the  better  swordsman. 
An  inoffensive,  dewy  leaf  turned  my  fate. 
He  lost  his  balance,  but  quickly  recovered 
it.  He  lost  his  composure  thereby,  and 
that,  unfortunately,  he  did  not  regain.  I 
pierced  his  thigh.  He  clapped  his  hand 
to  the  wound,  and  it  came  away  with 
ebbing  life.  I struck  his  lung,  and  he 
sank  upon  the  ground.  In  the  twilight  I 
bent  over  him.  A remarkable,  waxen 
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mask  had  fallen  from  his  face,  and  there 
lay — Jean  Suzet. 

His  secret  lay  in  his  inability  to  make 
his  greatness  reach  the  lofty  heights  of 
his  fancy.  His  physical  powers  had 
found  their  limit.  My  friend,  I now 
realized,  was  a victim  of  this  demon  be- 


cause he  surpassed  his  master  in  skill.  I, 
too,  was  an  intended  victim  because  my 
philosophy  exposed  the  insurmountable 
obstacle  between  him  and  his  goal.  He 
murdered  Renett  and  intended  to  rid 
himself  of  me  because  I was — a spy. 

A.  Nagel,  ’38 


The  Exchange  Column  is  now  resolv- 
ing itself  into  another  year  of  the  cream 
of  the  school  magazine  crop  of  the  coun- 
try. The  exchanges  have  been  drifting  in 
slowly  so  far,  the  reason  being  that  most 
schools  haven’t  released  their  first  issues 
yet.  Next  month,  however,  we  hope  to 
be  on  our  way. 

* * * 

There  were  two  publications  that  we 
looked  over  this  month  and  thought  were 
fairly  good,  “The  North  Star”  from 
Wichita  High  School,  North  Wichita, 
Kansas,  and  “The  Aegis”  of  Sam  Hous- 
ton High  School,  Houston,  Texas. 

* * * 

The  following  item  comes  from  a 
column  of  the  former  paper  somewhat 
resembling  our  R.  R.  R. — 

“Sept.  24 — Advantages  of  a new  mov- 
ing picture  machine  were  proved  with 


finality  by  films  showing  bugs,  bees,  but- 
terflies, worms,  and  teachers.” 


“The  Aegis”  provides  the  following  bit 
of  something  from  its  humor  section : — 

“Are  you  sure  you  are  qualified  to  lead 
a jazz  orchestra?” 

“Absolutely.  I’ve  had  two  nervous 
breakdowns,  was  shell-shocked  in  France, 
and  I live  in  an  apartment  above  a family 
with  twelve  noisy  children.” 

* * * 

To  the  papers  that  have  contributed  to 
this  column  we  give  our  sincere  thanks, 
and  we  hope  with  you  that  by  next  month 
we  may  be  able  to  give  you  a good  ex- 
ample of  what  our  exchange  column  will 
be  for  the  rest  of  year. 

Milton  W . Hamilt,  ’38 
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NARROW  ESCAPE 


The  pulp  magazine  on  the  table  dis- 
played on  its  vividly  colored  cover  a 
gruesome  murder.  It  was  towards  this 
periodical  that  “Joe”  was  pointing  an  ac- 
cusing finger. 

“This  type  of  fiction  disgusts  me,”  he 
said,  addressing  Mr.  Whollers,  who  was 
seated  opposite  him  on  the  veranda.  “The 
heroes  and  heroines  always  get  in  a tight 
fix,  only  to  escape  in  some  unbelievable 
manner.  Compared  with  these  escapes, 
God’s  miracles  are  small  news  items.” 

“Yes,”  agreed  his  portly  companion, 
“but  all  such  escapes  don’t  happen  in  fic- 
tion. Did  you  ever  hear  of  the  Poseidon 
disaster,  you  know,  the  ship  that  sank 
about  three  years  ago?” 

“No,  I didn’t.  What  about  it?” 

“Well,  you  see,  I had  a very  narrow 
escape  from  a watery  grave.” 

“Oh,  yeah?”  Joe’s  voice  expressed 
open  skepticism. 

“Why,  I have  here  with  me,”  asserted 
Mr.  Whollers,  “the  very  ticket  I bought 
for  the  cruise.  I carry  it  as  a souvenir  of 
that  memorable  accident.” 

To  prove  his  statement,  he  took  out  his 
wallet,  opened  it  to  reveal  a green  ticket 
under  a celluloid  cover.  Joe  scrutinized 
it  minutely  before  he  pronounced  it  to  be 
authentic. 

“Okay,  then,”  he  said,  anticipating  a 
true  tale  for  once ; “tell  me  about  your 
narrow  escape.” 

Mr.  Whollers  settled  himself  comfort- 
ably and  began  to  talk. 

“Every  Saturday  the  Poseidon  would 
steam  out  of  Harborport  for  an  all-day 
cruise  on  the  Atlantic.  On  this  particular 
Saturday— I think  it  was  June  4 — 
although  clouds  would  appear  at  times, 
a large  crowd  turned  out.  After  all,  the 
sun  was  radiant  and  blazing ; the  sea  was 
tranquil ; and  the  prospect  alluring. 

“With  every  one  enthusiastic  the 
Poseidon  lifted  anchor.  The  jubilant 
passengers  blended  with  the  pretty  back- 


ground to  form  a beautiful  picture.  All 
was  well.  But  on  the  return  to  Harbor- 
port,  a disheartening  transformation  took 
place. 

“A  magnificent  morning  had  become 
a dismal,  depressing  afternoon.  Black, 
forboding  clouds  blanketed  the  rough 
waters.  An  impenetrable  fog  had  crept 
up,  rendering  all  objects  invisible.  A 
chilly  breeze  swept  the  deck,  driving 
nearly  everyone  inside. 

“In  spite  of  the  adverse  conditions  of 
the  weather,  two  warmly  clad  women 
were  sitting  at  the  prow.  When  sudden- 
ly the  eerie  shape  of  a transatlantic  liner 
loomed  out  of  the  haze,  the  terrified 
women  shot  to  their  feet  and  shrieked ! 
These  shrill  screams  resounded  through 
the  vessel,  paralyzed  the  passengers,  and 
caused  their  nerves  to  tingle  with  horror ! 
Silence  reigned.  Then  the  impact  which 
threw  all  to  their  feet.  Still  silence 
within.  As  soon  as  the  realization  of 
what  had  occurred  pierced  their  dazed 
minds,  the  passengers  simultaneously 
stampeded  to  the  doors.  Two  people 
were  actually  trampled  to  death  in  this 
mad  rush. 

“The  crowd  poured  out  and  vanished 
towards  the  stern  in  the  engulfing  mist. 
No  sooner  had  some  procured  life  belts 
from  the  alert  sailors  than  they  hurled 
themselves  headlong  into  the  sea  and  fog. 
One  life-boat,  overfilled,  capsized  before 
it  reached  the  water.  Men  forgot  their 
manners  and  brutally  shoved  women 
aside  in  a burning  desire  to  save  them- 
selves. A few  minutes  later — yes,  no 
sooner  than  that — when  the  ship  sank,  so 
terrific  was  the  suction  that — ” 

“At  last  you  have  told  an  interesting 
story,”  interrupted  Joe,  “but  where  does 
your  narrow  escape  come  in?” 

“Oh,”  Mr.  Whollers  sheepishly  mut- 
tered, “I  missed  the  vessel  by  thirty 
seconds.” 


Myron  Greenside,  ’38 
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Little  rows  of  zeros, 

Not  so  very  quaint 
Make  our  graduation 
Look  like  what  it  ain’t ! 

(Lawrence  Bulletin) 

Absence  makes  the  marks  grow 
rounder.  (Lawrence  Bulletin) 


A Latin  teacher  can  stand  a lot.  But 
when  some  stumbling  student  renders 
“Pax  in  bello”  as  “Freedom  from  in- 
digestion” . . . wow ! 


Everybody  laughed  at  Christopher 
Columbus,  but  they  didn’t  have  to  listen 
to  him  on  the  radio  every  week.  (Satur- 
day Evening  Post) 


Professor  Blackie  of  Edinburgh,  being 
indisposed  one  day,  had  a notice  “Profes- 
sor Blackie  will  not  meet  his  classes 
today”  put  on  the  door  of  his  classroom. 
A student,  to  embarrass  the  learned 
gentleman,  erased  the  “c”  from  “classes.” 
The  Professor,  hearing  of  this,  sent  a 
messenger  with  orders  to  remove  the  “1.” 

(Modern  Eloquence) 


Father:  What  did  you  do  with  the  al- 
lowance I gave  you? 

Sonny:  I took  a poor  little  boy  to  the 
movies ! 

Father:  That’s  nice.  Who  was  the  little 
boy? 

Sonny:  Your  wife’s  only  son! 


Willy:  Mother,  what  did  you  do  with 
my  shirt? 

Mother:  I sent  it  to  the  laundry,  why  ? 
Willy:  Ye  gods,  the  whole  history  of 
England  was  on  the  cuffs ! 
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First,  time  out  to  tell  you  that  this 
column  is  not  yours;  it’s  ours.  (Yah, 
fooled  you,  didn’t  we!)  All  you  sinners 
hide  your  pasts.  We’ve  hidden  our  own 
skeletons  in  the  closet,  because  we  intend 
to  spare  no  one,  not  even  ourselves.  We 
give  fair  warning : be  on  your  best  be- 
havior everywhere  and  every  time ; we’re 
waiting,  watching,  and  writing.  . . . Here 
goes ! 

The  Glee  Club  is  definitely  going  to 
produce  “Pirates  of  Penzance”  this  year. 
The  date  of  presentation  . . . probably 
the  first  or  second  Friday  in  May.  If  it’s 
as  good  as  last  year’s  “Pinafore,”  you 
had  better  reserve  your  tickets  now. 

“Tap”  Pursley  will  rant  and  rage  at 
this  column  for  telling  you  that  he  goes 
to  Egleston  Square  every  day  with  an 
empty  car.  . . . Hop  in,  boys,  and  don’t 
say  we  never  give  you  anything. 

“Mel”  Pollard  of  the  Class  of  ’37  is 
the  youngest  student  at  Harvard.  He  is 
only  fifteen  years  old.  Four  years  from 
now,  he  hopes  to  be  a member  of  the  re- 
search staff  of  Plarvard’s  Egyptology 
Department.  With  that  end  in  view,  he 
is  taking  courses  in  archeology  and 
anthropology.  . . . Good  luck,  “Mel.” 

James  J.  Breen,  son  of  Mrs.  John  J. 
Gale  of  Pine  Ridge  Road,  Dorchester,  a 
freshman  at  Tufts  College,  has  been 
pledged  to  Tufts  Chapter  of  Delta  Upsi- 
lon,  one  of  the  nine  fraternities  having 
chapters  on  the  Tufts  campus. 

“Whitt”  Whittenberg,  also  of  the  Class 
of  ’37,  had  his  handsome  face  in  the 
paper  as  a member  of  the  Nautical  So- 
ciety at  M.I.T. 

Russell  Robinson,  the  “Dick  Deadeye” 
of  last  year’s  “Pinafore,”  has  just  ful- 


filled one  of  his  greatest  ambitions.  He’s 
now  a full-fledged  bass,  instead  of  a mere 
baritone. 

To  you  fellows  who  can’t  study  be- 
cause you’ve  been  disappointed  in  love, 
one  master  offers  this  bit  of  wisdom,  “A 
woman  is  like  a street-car;  there  will  be 
another  along  any  minute.”  . . . (One 
wonders  whether  he  speaks  from  experi- 
ence, doesn’t  one?) 

Charles  Savage  went  abroad  this  sum- 
mer as  one  of  the  eighty  New  England 
Representatives  to  the  International  Boy 
Scout  Jamboree  at — believe  it  or  not — 
Vogelentzang  Bloemendal,  Holland.  He 
represented  West  Roxbury. 

This  column  wishes  to  offer  its  rather 
belated  congratulations  to  Mr.  Gordon 
and  Mr.  Dobbyn  on  the  new  additions  to 
their  respective  families. 

The  Music  Appreciation  Club  will  be 
glad  to  hear  that  “swing”  music,  accord- 
ing to  a manager  of  a chain  of  dance 
orchestras,  is  on  the  way  out.  Before 
long,  orchestras  will  be  practicing  pieces 
before  they  play  them  in  public. 

“Eddie”  Rosemark  is  claiming  the 
dubious  title  of  “Only  Third  Second 
Lieutenant  in  B.  L.  S.”  . . . “Jake”  At- 
kins please  note. 

This  month’s  pearl  of  wisdom : “The 
man  who  said  that  nothing  is  impossible 
never  tried  to  push  tooth  paste  back  into 
its  tube.” 

Mr.  Marson  wore  his  famous  blue 
pencil  down  to  a stub  “proof-reading” 
our  Sports  Editor’s  enthusiastic  descrip- 
tions of  “feminine  pulchritude”  at  the 
Groton  game.  Shame  on  you,  Browne. 

. . . And  that’s  that  for  this  month. 
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After  Coach  Fitzgerald  made  his  final  cut,  the  following  players  comprise  the 
football  squad  for  the  season  of  1937. 


Bowen 

Giannini 

Martin 

Bowles 

Gorenstein 

Monahan 

Bulman 

Havey 

Moore 

Burke 

Higgins 

Mulhern 

Clement 

Hoar 

Nedvins 

Condos 

Jackson 

Radley 

Connolly,  J. 

Kelty 

Ramacorti 

Crowley 

Krajewski 

Rowen,  F. 

Cummings 

Lambert 

Rowen,  S. 

Dempsey 

LaMarche 

Sullivan 

Dobbyn 

McCarthy,  C. 

Tiernan 

Donohue 

MacCausland 

Walsh 

Driscoll,  W. 

Malinowicz 

Ward 

Garvey 

Winkeller 

B.  L.  S.  0— ST.  MARKS  □ 

On  the  second  of  October,  an  inexperi- 
enced Boston  Latin  team  journeyed  to 
Southboro  and  battled  the  strong  St. 
Mark’s  eleven  to  a scoreless  tie. 

Under  the  guidance  of  quarterback 
“Lou”  Clement,  the  “Purple  and  White” 
played  a steady  defensive  game,  repelling 
several  powerful  attacks  of  the  home 
team.  Clement,  playing  the  first  game  of 
his  high  school  football  career,  gave  an 
exceptionally  fine  display  of  punting, 
which  proved  to  be  the  feature  of  the 
contest.  “Joe”  Crowley,  acting  captain, 
converted  from  end  to  the  fullback  posi- 
tion, surprised  the  most  loyal  Latin 
rooters  by  reeling  oft"  yard  after  yard  in 
off-tackle  plays. 

All  in  all,  Coach  Fitzgerald  was  pleased 
by  his  team’s  performance,  considering 
the  fact  that  two  of  the  first-string  back- 


field  were  out  because  of  ineligibility. 

The  line-up : 

l.e.  Rowen  (Bulman,  Havey) 
l.t.  Hoar  (Tiernan) 
l.g.  Jackson  (Bowen) 
c.  Lambert 

r.g.  Krajewski  (Dobbyn) 
r.t.  Garvey  (Moore) 
r.e.  Brennan  (Dempsey) 

q. b.  Clement 
l.h.  Martin 

r. h.  Higgins 
f.b.  Crowley 

SEASON’S  OPENER 

Latin’s  forward  wall  is  a rather  for- 
midable one,  with  an  average  weight  of 
175  lbs.  . . . “Larry”  Brennan,  who  suf- 
fered from  an  attack  of  water-on-the- 
knee  a year  ago  this  game,  now  has  the 
injury  on  both  knees.  . . . “Tom”  Kelty 
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and  “Joe”  Mulhern  both  had  sprained 
ankles  and  were  unable  to  make  the  trip 
to  Southboro.  . . .So  far,  it  seems  that 
Mr.  Fitzgerald’s  theory  that  a good  base- 
ball player  will  make  a good  football 
player  is  correct,  judging  by  Clement’s 
playing. 

GROTON  13— B.  L.  S.  0— 

On  Saturday,  October  9,  the  Latin 
football  team  paid  its  annual  visit  to 
Groton  School.  The  game  was  played 
beneath  a clear  and  cold  sky — perfect 
football  weather. 

Latin’s  aerial  attack,  launched  in  the 
first  period,  carried  far,  but  did  not  ac- 
complish what  was  expected  of  it. 
Groton,  with  the  heavier  team,  took  ad- 
vantage of  this  fact  and  produced  several 
fine  running  plays.  Except  for  these  in- 
stances, the  game  turned  into  a kicking 
duel  between  Clement  and  Crowley  of 
Latin  and  V.  McClelland  of  the  home 
eleven. 

Groton  scored  its  first  touchdown  as 
Clark  brought  the  ball  to  Latin’s  three- 
yard  line  after  a long  run.  Gardiner 
plunged  the  ball  over  on  the  next  play. 
G.  McClelland  blocked  a Latin  kick  on 
the  fifteen-yard  stripe,  scooped  up  the 
ball,  and  raced  over  for  the  second  score. 

Again  in  the  fourth  period,  when 
Groton  threatened,  B.  L.  S.  stiffened, 
gained  possession  of  the  ball,  and  started 
a long,  steady  march  down  the  field  which 
was  halted  in  the  closing  minutes  of  the 
game. 

The  line-up : 
l.e.  Dempsey 
l.t.  Hoar  (Bowen) 
l.g.  Jackson  (Tiernan) 
c.  Moore  (Mulhern) 
r.g.  Krajewski 
r.t.  Garvey 

r.e.  Bulman  (Dobbyn) 

q. b.  Clement  (Monahan) 
l.h.  Burke  (Nedvins,  Havey) 

r. h.  Martin  (Higgins) 
f.b.  Crowley  (E.  Rowen) 


GROTON  GROANS 

During  most  of  the  game,  three  Gro- 
tonites  covered  “Wally”  Hoar  to  keep 
him  from  breaking  through.  . . . The 
Latin  squad  was  treated  most  hospitably 
by  their  hosts,  who  provided  a lunch  of 
soup,  roast  beef,  potatoes,  and  grapefruit 
(a  double  serving).  . . . A year  ago  this 
game,  Latin  was  very  lucky.  However, 
this  year,  the  team  started  the  game 
minus  four  regulars:  Brennan,  Lambert, 
Radley,  and  Walsh.  . . . “Bob”  Moore 
and  “Joe”  Mulhern  proved  remarkably 
capable  substitutes  for  “Eddie”  Lambert 
at  center.  ...  A certain  short,  stocky, 
whiffle-headed,  second-string  linesman  of 
Room  311,  who  drives  a ’35  Ford  (Reg. 
No.  7470),  was  seen  (we  hope  not  by 
Coach  Fitzgerald)  regarding  some  fem- 
inine beauty  behind  the  Latin  bench  when 
he  was  supposed  to  be  watching  the  foot- 
work of  Garvey  and  Krajewski.  Pay 
attention — ! ! ! 

B.  L.  S.  7 — MEMORIAL  0 

On  October  15,  1936,  a Boston  Latin 
School  football  team,  minus  four  regu- 
lars, went  down  to  defeat  at  the  hands 
of  the  Roxbury  Memorial  eleven  by  a 
score  of  2-0.  As  a result,  the  latter  team 
was  awarded  the  mythical  city  champion- 
ship. . . . On  October  15,  1937,  a Boston 
Latin  School  football  team,  mindful  of 
the  previous  year’s  heart-rending  defeat, 
handed  Memorial  a decisive  whipping  by 
a score  of  7-0. 

At  2:25  P.  M.,  Memorial  kicked  off. 
There  were  three  five-yard  penalties 
against  Memorial ; a short  exchange  of 
punts ; and  a flurry  of  Latin  passes,  the 
last  of  which  found  a resting-place  in 
“Joe”  Crowley’s  arms — across  the  goal- 
line. “Scalpy”  Walsh,  who  had  thrown 
the  perfect  touchdown-pass,  made  the 
conversion.  The  time  was  now  2 :32  P.M. 
and  the  score  was  Latin  7 — Memorial  0. 

B.  L.  S.  then  resorted  to  her  kicking 
tactics,  and  not  once  again  in  the  first 
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half  did  either  team  seriously  threaten 
the  other’s  goal.  Between  the  halves, 
your  snooping  reporter  heard  Coach 
Fitzgerald  compliment  his  boys  on  their 
display  of  smart  football.  He  further 
advised  them  to  continue  their  defensive 
game  and  to  kick,  kick,  kick. 

The  quarterbacks  fulfilled  their  com- 
mands, and  nothing  exciting  occurred 
during  the  remainder  of  the  game.  In  the 
closing  minutes,  a Memorial  pass  was 
completed  for  18  yards,  putting  the  ball 
on  Latin’s  25.  At  this  point,  however,  the 
B.  L.  S.  line  stiffened,  the  backs  kept 
their  eyes  open,  and  the  advance  was 
promptly  halted.  “Red”  Radley  then  got 
off  a beautiful  punt,  which  was  followed 
by  the  referee’s  whistle,  ending  the  game. 

This  victory  means  much  to  Latin 
rooters,  for  last  year  Memorial  proved 
our  sternest  foe.  Beating  the  Campbell 
eleven  should  inspire  the  Latin  team  and 
help  the  players  march  victoriously 
through  the  other  games  on  the  schedule. 

The  line-up : 
l.e.  Crowley 
l.t.  Hoar  (Moore) 
l.g.  Jackson  (Tiernan,  Bowles) 
c.  Lambert  (Mulhern,  Sullivan) 
r.g.  Krajewski 
r.t.  Garvey  (LaMarche) 
r.e.  Bulman  (Connolly) 

q. b.  Walsh  (Clement) 
l.h.  Monahan 

r. h.  Cummings  (Burke) 
f.b.  Radley 

DROPS  FROM  THE  SHOWERS 

Before  we  forget  to  mention  the  fact, 
Killion  and  Flaherty  are  the  football 
managers.  ...  In  a recent  scrimmage, 
“Joe”  Mulhern  made  nine  out  of  ten 
tackles.  Not  bad,  eh!  . . . Talking  about 
pony  backfields,  we  surely  had  one  in  the 
St.  Mark’s  game.  Clement  at  quarter- 
back, “Tom”  Higgins  at  left  halfback, 
and  Crowley  at  fullback  were  seeing 
backfield  action  for  the  first  time  in  a big 
game.  . . . Speaking  of  Crowley,  “Joe” 
played  a fine  game  in  a strange  position. 


Because  of  the  lack  of  backfield  timber 
caused  by  the  large  number  of  ineligibles 
this  year,  Coach  “Charlie”  Fitzgerald  put 
“Joe”  in  the  fullback  spot,  and  he  played 
a bang-up  game,  ripping  off  several  long 
gains  on  off-tackle  plays.  . . . Little 
“Larry”  Clement  played  a heads-up  game 
at  quarterback,  handling  the  team  effec- 
tively and  punting  and  passing  equally 
well.  . . . Our  sympathy  to  “Larry” 
Brennan,  who  again  suffered  a bad  case 
of  water  on  the  knee  in  the  opening  game 
of  the  season.  Last  year,  he  first  injured 
one  knee  and  was  forced  to  quit  for  the 
season.  This  year,  starting  at  right  end, 
his  other  knee  went  back  on  him ; and 
now  his  chances  of  gaining  his  letter  in 
football,  at  least,  have  disappeared.  Too 
bad,  “Larry!”  You  deserved  better.  . . . 
Among  the  candidates  for  Harvard’s 
freshman  eleven  were  the  following 
Latin  grads : R.  E.  McMaster,  tackle ; 
“Joe”  Kaufman,  end;  “Red”  Tully,  cen- 
ter ; “Cliff”  Helman,  “Fred”  Keyes,  and 
John  J.  Santosuosso,  backs.  . . . Who 
do  you  think  is  playing  at  one  of  the  end 
posts  on  “Tuss”  McLaughry’s  Brown 
eleven  ? Why,  none  other  than  Joe  “Nose- 
Guard”  Finklestein.  . . . “Bill”  Histen, 
a former  Latin  great,  has  apparently  not 
forgotten  how  to  play  football,  either. 
“Bill,”  end  on  the  varsity  team,  scored  a 
touchdown  for  Holy  Cross  in  its  first 
game  of  the  season  against  St.  Anselms 
and  repeated  in  the  7-6  victory  against 
Georgia.  . . . “Joe”  Nee  and  “Frank” 
Foley  are  regulars  on  the  Harvard  eleven 
at  guard  and  quarterback,  respectively. 
“Bob”  Barkin  is  a second-string  tackle. 
. . . Here’s  hoping  our  team  shows  as 
much  ginger  in  the  coming  scheduled 
games  as  they  have  been  doing  in  prac- 
tice. They’ve  been  mussing  one  another 
up  pretty  well  in  the  scrimmages,  and 
many  are  the  black  and  blue  spots  the 
boys  have  to  show  for  it.  . . . The 
Murphy  “brothers”  have  now  been  re- 
placed by  real  brother  combination,  “Ed” 
and  “Steve”  Rowen.  “Ed”  is  a first-team 
back,  while  “Steve”  cavorts  in  the  second- 
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team  backfield.  ...  As  evidenced  in  the 
games  with  the  Southboro  eleven  and 
with  Groton,  our  line  is  good  enough  to 
rank  with  any  in  the  city.  So,  if  our  back- 
field  ineligibles,  “Scalpy”  Walsh  and 
“Red”  Radley,  will  return  soon  and  add 
a little  punch  to  the  team’s  attack,  we 
ought  to  have  an  eleven  well-worth  sup- 
porting. . . . “Jim”  Connolly,  the  track 
and  baseball  star,  is  sporting  a bandage 
over  his  right  eye  as  a token  of  remem- 
brance from  one  of  the  scrimmages.  One 
day  in  a recitation,  “Jim”  tried  to  use  this 
bandage  as  an  excuse.  When  called  upon 
to  recite,  he  stood  up,  looked  at  his  book, 
and  said,  “Sir,  I can’t  see  the  printing!” 
Although  it  didn’t  work,  it  was  a good 
attempt,  “Jim.”  . . . Our  friendly  enemy, 
Commerce,  is  having  a little  internal 
strife  in  its  football  squad.  Several  of 
the  boys  have  turned  in  their  uniforms 
because  the  coach,  “Doc”  Fleming, 
dropped  a couple  of  their  friends  from 
the  team.  Looks  like  another  sit-down 
strike  to  us!  . . . Too  bad  about  “Ernie” 
Nedvins,  who  received  a slight  concussion 
in  the  Groton  game.  . . . “Danno” 
Dacey,  Latin’s  All-team  lineman  in  ’36, 
was  a bulwark  for  the  Dartmouth  Fresh- 
men against  B.  C.’s  Frosh  team.  ...  I 
see  “Lou”  Little  of  Columbia  fines 


players  and  coaches  ten  cents  each  time 
they  swear.  Sounds  like  a good  way  to 
make  money.  . . . Flash ! ! B.  L.  S.  7, 
Roxbury  Memorial  0.  ...  A long  pass, 
Walsh  to  Crowley,  and  a drop-kick  by 
“Scalpy  ” acounted  for  our  seven  points. 
. . . Crowley  played  in  only  three  posi- 
tions, shining  in  each.  Besides  playing 
in  both  end  posts,  “Joe”  kicked  off  and 
played  the  backfield  as  well.  . . . Cum- 
mings came  very  near  losing  his  pants  in 
that  final  quarter.  . . . “Nick”  McGrath 
was  our  cheer-leader,  supported  by  “Ed” 
Browne.  How  about  a few  big  mega- 
phones, Mr.  French?  . . . Bouquets  to 
the  following  for  their  good  work  in  the 
Memorial  game:  “Joe”  Crowley  for  his 
pass-snatching,  his  defensive  work,  and 
his  runs  while  playing  in  the  backfield; 
“Scalpy”  Walsh,  for  his  accurate  passing 
and  all-around  playing;  “Jim”  Connolly, 
for  his  superior  end-play;  Krajewski  for 
his  excellent  work  in  the  line;  “Ed” 
Lambert  for  his  efficient  backing-up  of 
the  line;  “Joe”  Mulhern,  for  his  rattling 
tackle,  which  threw  the  Memorial  ball- 
carrier back  for  a five-yard  loss ; “Red” 
Radley,  for  his  kicking  and  carrying ; the 
team  in  general,  for  a heads-up  game  of 
ball.  . . . Watch  out.  Mechanics;  we’re 
gunning  for  you.  E.  F.  K. 
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BETTER  FITTING  and  LONGER  WEARING 

Uniforms 

Every  uniform  guaranteed  not  to  streak  when  washed 

Our  Prices  are  the  same  you  pav  for  an  ordinary  quality 

ROSENFIELD  UNIFORM  CO. 

15  SCHOOL  STREET  Lafayette  6180  BOSTON 

Books  for  Every  One 
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Learn  To  Dance 

SPECIAL  HIGH  SCHOOL 

Assemblies 

MEMBERSHIP 

for  High  School  Students 
preceded  by  Instruction  in 

10  Months  $1.50 

Dancing  at 

[Sept.  1 to  July  1] 

Hotel  Victoria 

Dartmouth  St.  Boston 

Take  a swim  on  the  way  home  from 
School  . . . enjoy  a gym  class  in 

2nd  and  4th  Friday  Evenings 

the  afternoon  . . . meet  your  friends 

of  each  month 

in  the  Boy’s  Lobby  .... 

Junior  Class  7:30  to  9:00  O’clock 
Senior  Class  9:00  to  11:00  O'clock 

The  “Y’’  is  near  enough  to  your 
school  to  make  this  possible  .... 

Direction  of 

Inquire  at  the 

KATHARINE  D.  O’GORMAN 

BOYS’  DIVISION 

12  Huntington  Ave. 

BOSTON  Y M C A 

Pierce  Bldg.  Room  301 

316  Huntington  Ave.,  Boston 

Tel.  CIRcle  9859 

TYPEWRITERS  OFFICE  SUPPLIES 

DIMOND=UNION 
STAMP  WORKS 

SAMUEL  NARCUS 

81  Washington  St.,  Boston 

Stationer 

Telephones  Laf.  7130—7131—7133 

TWO  STORES 

Marking  Devices 

92  Washington  Street 

CAPitol  8720 

Rubber  Stamps 

230  Washington  Street 

LAFayette  1038 

and  Supplies 

BOSTON  MASS. 

Please  mention  The  Register 


LATIN  SCHOOL  REGISTER 


31 


SMART  TUXEDOS 

....  FOR  HIRE 


Burns  Inc. 


125  SUMMER  STREET 
BOSTON 


Discount  to 

Boston  Latin  School  Students 


RAYMOND’S 

irtnnnrirsirsisins 

Boston 


HIGH  SCHOOL 
UNIFORMS 

Breeches 

Badges 

Leggings 

Letters 

Cap,  Coat 

Made  to  BOSTON  SCHOOL 
BOARD  SPECIFICATIONS 

Big  Fellers’  Department 
Second  Floor 


Smart  High  School  Men 
Naturally  Turn  to  Kennedy’s 
Under-Grad  Shop  for  Their  Clothes 

UNDER-GRAD  SUITS 
UNDER-GRAD  TOPCOATS 
REVERSIBLE  TOPCOATS 
UNDER-GRAD  SHIRTS 

And  a full  line  of  other  Under-Grad  Accessories 
UNDER-GRAD  SHOP  - 4th  FLOOR 

KENNEDY’S 

SUMMER  & HAWLEY 
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LADIES  and  MENS 


FORMAL  CLOTHES  ;; 
FOR  RFMFAL 


*Mck 
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READ  & WHITE 


150  High  Street,  corner  Oliver  St. 

Mimeograph 

Bonds 

Ledgers 

Envelopes 

Paper  Specialties 

TELEPHONE  HANCOCK  7433 


“Spirit”  of  Room 

208 


USE  WOLF’S  10  PAY  PLAN 

The  Best  HIGH  SCHOOL  UNIFORMS 
Are  sold  at 

WOLF’S  “MY  CLOTHII  R 

325  Washington  St.  Boston 

Headquarters  for  Uniforms. 
Guaranteed  not  to  streak. 

BOYS  BEWARE 

There  is  only  one  Wolf's  “My  Clothier"  in  Boston. 
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PRIVATE  LESSONS 

Course  in 

- - 

Harmony 
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JAMAICA  PRESS 

J.  B.  KAVANAUGH 
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Your  Choice 
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Printing 
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Binding 

MOREY  SAXE 
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276  Huntington  Ave.,  Boston 
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. y 
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NORTHEASTERN 

UNIVERSITY 


DAY  DIVISION 

College  of  Liberal  Arts 


Offers  a broad  program  of  college  subjects  serving  as  a foundation  for  the  understanding 
of  modern  culture,  social  relations,  and  technical  achievement.  The  purpose  of  this  program 
is  to  pive  the  student  a liberal  and  cultural  education  and  a vocational  competence  which 
fits  him  to  enter  some  specific  type  of  useful  employment. 


College  of  Business  Administration 


Offers  a college  program  with  broad  and  thorough  training  in  the  principles  of  business 
with  specialisation  in  Accounting,  Banking  and  Finance,  or  Business  Management. 
Instruction  is  through  lectures,  solution  of  business  problems,  class  discussions,  motion 
pictures  and  talks  by  business  men. 


College  of  Engineering 


Provides  complete  college  programs  in  Engineering  with  professional  courses  in  the  fields 
of  Civil,  Mechanical  (With  Diesel,  Aeronautical,  and  Aib  Conditioning  Options), 
Electrical,  Chemical,  Industrial  Engineering,  and  Engineering  Administration. 
Students  select,  at  the  beginning  of  the  sophomore  year,  the  course  in  which  they  intend  to 
specialize. 


Co-operative  Plan 


The  Co-operative  Plan  provides  for  a combination  of  practical  industrial  experience  with 
classroom  instruction.  Upperclassmen  earn  a portion  of  their  school  expenses  and  make 
business  contacts  which  prove  valuable  in  later  years. 


Degrees  Awarded 


Bache'or  of  Science 


Bachelor  of  Arts 


EVENING  DIVISION 

(Fob  Men  and  Women) 

Providing  complete  courtea  of  university  grade  in  business  and  Into,  for  Ugh  echoed  gratlwitv* 


who  find  it  necessary  to  work  during  the  day  but  wish  to  uludy  for  further  advancement 


School  of  Law 


School  of  Business 

Programs  in  Accounting.  Management, 


Pre-Legal  Department 


Furnishes  to  high  school  graduates  a pro- 
gram of  studies  equivalent  to  the  two 
years  of  college  work  required  for  admis- 
sion to  the  study  of  Law. 


73%  of  graduates  hold  executive  positions 
in  business.  Preparation  for  the  C.P.A. 
examinations.  School  grants  B.  B.  A.  de- 


The  School  of  Law 


Prepares  for  the  bar  examination  and  for 
the  practice  of  law.  Case  method  of  in- 
struction. LL.  U.  degree  conferred. 


i.  Individual  courses  available  to 


gree.  Individu 
special  students. 


Oraduatee  oj  Boston  Public  Latin  School  may  be  admilleti  without  examinations  if  grades 


are  eatiejaclory  to  the  Department  of  Admissions 


Catalogs  or  further  information  sent  upon  request 


NORTHEASTERN  UNIVERSITY 

BOSTON,  MASSACHUSETTS 
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